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SLOPER’S LATEST FAD. 


DALZIEL. 


(ONE PENNY. 


‘As there seems to be every probability of there being a general lock-out in the boot and shoe trade, Poor Pa has gone into active training on his 
arn account, I am afraid, though, that his initial effort in repairing his own boots was not quite so successful as could have been desired. It is true 
that he struck the nail at the first attempt, but, unfortunately, the nail in question was not the one aimed at. Possibly, if he keeps in vigorous daily practice, 
we will be more successful in a year or two’s time ; al anyrate, it is lo be trusted that he will learn to subdue his language when in the company of his wife.” —Toortsie. 


“OTHELLO’S OCCUPATION’S GONE!” 


"i Sw averaze Comic Artist retnrnel home in tears “My ernel editor has forbidden me to make use ot “Yonng as you are, you yet know what this means 


> Tewder ofspring, “Alas! my dear children,” mother-in-law, milkinen’s props, policemen'’s cuuk :, to me? — Ruin —starvation!" — Aud, hatlees, they 
*schunet— lodging-house cats und heu-pecked hubbies !— jue@l forth into the pitiless world, 
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WOMEN IN JAIL. 


In a book called “Female Life in Prison.” by a Prison 
Matron, published in’ 1862, some curious details are given 
papeeting the gentle—or ungentlue—sex when sentenced to 
“do time.” 

It is MiMbank Prison that is referred te. a prison now 
done away with, but probably there is but little change in 
the convict’s treatment elsewhere, The tirst trial of the 
female prisoner, we read, was the hair-cutting. Some wept 
passionately, and on their knees begged for mercy. Others 
had violent shivering and hysterical fits. Some yelled, 
kicked, and bit, and Sad to be handeutted. A fair-hairedl 
aaj girl was, after being cropped, delirious for thirty-six 
hours, 

After their hair had been cnt and a tepid bath given to 
them, the prisoners’ clothes were taken away, and a brown 
serge gown, under linen, a blue check apron, and a muslin 
exp given to each, and they were locked up in separate cells, 
The daily life may be thus brietly described: At six in the 
morning every woman was expected to be up and dressed. 
Each ceil has to be scrubbed, the deal table polished, the 
bed folded up. At half-past seven, breakfast—pint of cocoa 
and four-ounce loaf. After this coir-picking for the new- 
comers, bag-making, shirt-making, and other work, all done 
silently, each woman in her cell. At a quarter to ten, service 
iuchapel. Ata quarter to one, dinner—four ounces of boiled 
meat, half a pound of potatues, and a six-uunce lual, After 
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dinner, work as before. in the morning or afternoon, an hour's 
exercise in the yard; the women walking in Indian tile. At half- 
JMat five, a pint of gruel; in the evening, prayers reatl by the 
matron of each ward ; after which work till half-past eight, then 
hed-making and gas turned off from each cell at x quarter to nine, 

A terrib.y monotonous life, varied only by the “breakings-our.” 
the sumshing of windows, the tearing of clothes, attempted 
suicides, to be followed by hand-cutls and “the dark.” 

There are many strange eases recorded, from which we give a 
few instances, There was Granny Collis, a little old woman of 
seventy, who preferred jail to the workhouse, and committed petty 
thefts tu be sent to the former. She was, we are told, ° fond of her 
Bible, and seriously religious.” She had no friends, She found 
the workhouse tuo noisy, She hoped that she might die in Mill- 
Dank, and there she did dieat last, peacefully and painlessly. 

There was McWilliams. who was heard shricking with laughter 
one day in her ecll, Nothing particular was the matter she 
explained, “Only, oh dear, it does ook so funny. Ive been cutting 
the broom’s hair, It’s much too long now, miss, according to the 
rules.” She had cropped her new broom close to the stump. 

“Crying Jarvis” was a remarkable specimen, In the eee of 
the rctractory cells was a small trap for passing food through to 
the prisoners, and when this was opened it was a trick of Jurvis'’s 
to por her head through and make faces, When her head was 
pushed back she woud lie on the floor screaming for hours 
together. 

Many were half mad, some quite mad. There was Kearns, who 
secreted a knife, sent for the matron, and asked Ler to rend aloud 
a passage fromthe Bible. Whilst she was doing so Kearns, quick 
as lightning, few at her, tung her on the tloor, and began stabbing 
her in the face and neck, Only just in time to prevent murder 
help came, 

Lastly, there was Mary Johnson. One night she waited for tha 
raatron behind the door of her cell, The matron catching sight 
of her, fled to her own room and shut herself in. The maniae 
“bated, turned suddenly to the staircase railing. and with one 
awful leap, cleared it, and went dashing down to the bottom, The 
dead, heavy thud on the ftlagstones. below, the bloody heap of 
clothes lying there to blanch every face, and sicken every heart, 
the hush and horror of prisoners and prison matrons, will be 
remembered by all whose business Jay in that prison on that 
memorable and awful night.” 

(Nert week, * A Stockjobbing Fraud.” ) 
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TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
—— 
°.° Correspondents wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped envelope large enough te contain the 
contributions submitted, Do wot inclose loose stamps, 


Glad you didn't, now, then, SCOTTIE; What a narrow squeak 
you had. We hare read your letter, thank you, But we can't dis. 
cuss it, RAD. Amateurish, very, AnTHUR. Thanks for cutting, 
ALFLL. It's socomplicated, Worsiip, That it's difficult to teil, 
Vot at 99, SUBSCRIBER ; You are making some mistake, Awful, 
is it not, MALONEY! That is Tky Moses’ fake. You can hare it 
woated to you For three ha'penee, RLF. CUsH. Naughty, naughty, 
TTLE ELSIE; You have wade the Aged blush,” Sorry, Ries, 
we cannot tell you. Four or five, we fancy, FAME, Much tov long 
for us, M183 WiLMOT ; Thank you muchly, all the same, 

——— 


“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Cireulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Beehuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
3 months, 18. 6d.; 6 months, 3s. 3d.; 12 months, 6s. Gd. 
In Stamps or P.0.008 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“Tuk SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOK LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, F.C, 


Show Cards rill be sent post free te Newsagents on application, 


PARIS 
On sale at all: Kiosgues anc Tvoksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
epreial arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 RUE DE LA BANQUE. 


NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


£150— 


Will he paid tothe next-of-lin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(ailway Servants on duty everpted ), whe shall hanpen te meet 
with his or her death inca Lailway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling. in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current txsue of © ALLY SLOPER’S HALF- 
Howmway” be found upon the Deecased at the time of the Accident, 
“ALLY SLOPER's HALE-Honipay” ie published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Anaurance lasts ane week from that time. erpiring at 9 o'clock the 
Following Wednesday morning, 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


In the Club Smoking Room, 
Major-General. Yes, it was a fortunate incident for me; it got 
ine my present rank. 
The Punster, Ah, quite so; it made yer general, eh ?—mayjor- 
general, see—. 
[But the warrior had flown to the bar for brandy, 


* 
Anqy. Oh, look! what an imposing man! 
Lidiein (scenting a possible rival), Yes. We imposes upon most 
people until he opens his mouth, and then they tind out what a 
oul he is. o 


First Man, Miggles is an awful liar, isn’t he? 
Second Man, Well, not exactly that, but he has a wonderfrl 
fondness for perambulating the suburbs of veracity, 


* 
In London Town the brainful bard 
(Whate'er the reason be) 
Does but with scant respeet regard 
The editorial * we.” 
But when to editors in France 
“Will you print my verse!" says he, 
He is made to dance, and gaily prance, 
By the editorial we yuit” 


Waggs. That man leads a life of apprehension. 

Wiggs. Why, what's the matter with him?) What's he so afiaid 
of, then? 4 i ros 

Wagga. Nothing ; he’sa detective. Twig? 


* 
Simpaon, Yes, | uncerstand he made a rapid fortune in the hair- 
dressing trade. 
‘viend, How was that? 
Simpaon, Oh, got hold of half a dozen dumb assistanss, who 
couldu't annoy the customers with senseless chatter, 


* 
Dennis, And where's Tim the day? ; 
Pat, Sure and he's in the hospital wid a broken head, a dis- 
located shonlder, an’ two or three ribs gown wrong. j 
Dennis Ah, but he’s the broth of a bhoy ; he said he was going 
¢v have a bit of fan when he left me last night. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
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FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. $73,—The “Primrose Day" Costume. 


AUTHORS—AUTHENTIC. 
No. 53.—Pope. 


“Two bobs tine, and stuf? as much 
asve can, Dash itt this is zumimut 
loihe a fool 


“Oh, Charlie! yon know you have often complained of the dullness down here, 
T have therefore written to Ma, Aunt Tabitha,and Auntie Sourdrop to come and 
stop with us fora month or so. They will cheer us up.” 


“Gracious me ! how funny it is! All “Stip out, darlint, or, begorra! the 
the glasses arc levelled at me instead of prufforimincee ‘ull be all over efore we 
at the horses!" sit there.” 


ry. [e 


- (Saturday, April 20, 1895, 


ScENE—The “ Evening Lyre” Office. 
Sub, That report of the murder of an M.P. is alla hoax, What 
bog te sy - its ue x i oe ss 
‘hicf. Nothing, man, le go. I'm just in middle of ; 
“ Authorit:.tive Contradiction” for the next edition? aches 


. 
P.C. 0 4281. Hullo, mate, how goes it?) You ain't looking q--to 
so stout as [ dast saw yer. 

PC. X 1824 (disgustedly). Stout? No,and more would yon if the 
young woman you kept company with had gone into rervice at. 
bivoming cegetarian’s. os 


s 
Political Agent. No, I don't think he'll ever make a really good 
candidate. 
Friend, Indeed? 
Political Agent. No, he's got conscientious scruples against 
saying that he was born or even educated in the constituency, 
es 
s 
THF counting-house clerk has a look of good cheer, 
And his cheeks are complacently swelling. 
Has his screw been advanced by a hundred a year? 
ilas his ma-in-law gone from his dwelling? 
No, he’s compassed a task of which long may he boast : 
For, ere off to his office he skidded, 
His better half gave him a letter to post, 
And he proudly retlects that—he did it!!! 


= 
Mr. De Boozer, 1t was kind of you to leave me that drop of 
beer last night. 
Mrs. De Boozer, Beer? What beer? 
Mr. De Boozer, Why, on the kitchen dresser. 
Mrs, De Boozer, Oh, that was a trap I'd set for the beetles, 
Mr. De Boozer, Oh, lor! I thought it tasted a bit thick. 


s 
Miss Bullion, Tell me, George, dear, would you love me just as 
much if | had no money ? 
George, My darling I could never love you less than I do, 
(Hut the poor trusting little thing never saw the double con. 
struction that might be placed on his words, 


s 
GEOonGE WASHINGTON never told a whopper; but, then, G. W, 
never had to explain away to his old Dutch the suspicious pre. 
sence of half a dozen golden hairs and a dab of pearl powder on 
the shoulder of his coat. Had he been reduced to this unpleasani 
necessity, we fear the lustre of his hulo would not have been quite 
so dazzling. . ee 
s 


In the Private Bar. 


Jones, Hallo, Smith, 1 didn’t expect to see you here. I thought 
you'd given up the booze? 

Smith, Well, you see, my doctor told me yesterday that I must 
look after my health, ane us I lost it somewhere about here, | 
thought this was the best place to look for it. 


s 
Old Bachelor, Ah, my boy, how do you do? I've heard all 
about your approaching marriage—1 congratulate you, 
Young Bachelor (mournfully). Oh, that’s all over now ; it's 
been broken off. 
Old Bachelor, Then I congratulate you still more. 


IF ever a bride 
Feels a vearning to glide 
To her dear husband's side, 
And to comfort and cheer him with talk stimulating, 
*Tis the journalist's wife— 
When, with brain-fancies rife, 
He is “ screeding ” for life, 
And the printer-sent “ devil " for copy is waiting ! 


: Overheard in the Smoking-room, 
First Smoking Man, Talking about curiosities, I believe my 
wife has the greatest curiosity in the world. 
Ncond Smoking Man, Indeed, old man, what's that? 
first Smoking Man, Why, her own, She's a woman, you know. 


Tle (romantically), Ah, me! “This evening reminds me of a 
long ago. (Siyha.) 

She (hored). With a woman in it? 

Ile. Alas, ves. (Sigha.) But she made a fool of me. 

She, Oh, that was how it happened, I have thought sometimes 
you must have been born so. Age 

Editor, And let them be extra thick in the sole this time, please. 

Boot maker, Yes, sir, certainly. Do you want them for country 
wear, may Lask? 

Faitor, Oh, no; but the Spring poet season is coming on now, 
and I want to be prepared for business. 


. 

Sharpleigh. VWallo, old man, how are you? I wanted to see you 
about—. Oh, do you mind coming round this corner a moment. 
there's a man coming 1 don't like the look of; there’s somethin: 
about him [ don’t like at all. ; 

Noudleigh, Why that was Shaver, the Sheriff's officer. What is 
there about him vou don't like? 

Sharpleigh, A writ which he has in his pocket to serve on mc. 


s 
Orner. You needn't be afraid, little boy. My dog won't hurt 
you; he’s only licking your hand. 
Little Boy. 1 know that, but 1 couldn't help flinching ; he 
reminded me of my teacher. He used to lick my hand too. 


s 
I'm an Ichabod—he sure of that! 
My life has lost its glory. 
For, alas! my husband in a flat 
Has taken the topmost storey. 
And, when food's uncooked, I cannot now 
Pretend that to sore head-aching 
I've been driven by the horrid and hideous row 
Which the tenants werhead were making ! 


* 
A Certain Metropolitan District Railway Station, Late at Night. 
Passenger, Wow do the trains run, porter? 
Porter, Every tive minutes, sir. 
Passenger. Then Uve just time to get a drink? 
Porter, Vienty of time, sir ; nearly ten minutes. 


s 
Robson, Mopely has absolutely no sense of humour. 
Ttobaon, You don't say so. ‘ 
Robson, 1 do. He doesn't. even see anything funny in the 
remarks of his four-year-old) baby. 
ss 
* 
alt the Alhambra. 
First Stailite. You can always pick out the people who dont 
understand Frenck. 
Sceond Stallite. How? 
_ First Stallite, By the knowing air they invariably put on as * 
French singer makes an appearance. 


READ THE NEW TALE OF LIFE IN LONDON. 
WARHAWKS; 
The Mysterios of the City: 


DEEDS AND DOINGS AFTER DARE, Etc. 
Apyearing Weekly in 


LAREHS! 


ONE HALFPENNY. ONE HALFPENNY. 


Or, 


Saturday, April 20, 1895.] 
TOOTSIE AT THE ZOO. 


ACCORDING to the late Mr. Alfred Vance, of Music-hall memory, 
the O.K. thing to do, some years ago, was to promenade the 
Zoological Gardens on 

a Sunday afternoon. 

I'm not quite sure 
about the O.R.ishness, 
whatever that = may 
mean, but 2 pleasant 
way of spending any 
warm afternoon Sun- 
day or week-day, is to 
stroll there and gaze 
upon the beasts, birds 
and tishes, 

1 have heard in my 
time some wonderful 
stories related by genial 
Mr. Bartlett and his 
staff. ‘There was that 
one of the misguided 
visitor who put. his 
finger in between the 
bars of a bear's cage— 
such a pretty, gentle- 
faced, harmless - look- 
ing bear it was — but 
it dragged the unfor- 
tunate victim's finger 


is now, I believe, to be 
seen at the Zoo pre- 
served in spirits in a bottle. There was and is, perhaps—I forgot 
to ete cobra who bit poor Girling, the keeper, on the nose and 
killed him, 

Do you remember, too, that case of the nurse-girl who took 
Baby to the Zoo, and showed it the pretty white bears in the pit, 
and how she let Baby slip and it fell down below, and the bears 
nte 4 up, and then—what on earth Baby's ma said to nursie i can't 
think. 

Then there's that story about the hippopotamus breaking out (I 
think it was the hippopotamus). How a terrified keeper about 
daybreak woke Mr, Bartlett up to say that the hippopotamus's 
cage door had somehow come open, and the gentleman (perhaps 
he had heard Vance’s song) was strolling in the Zoo. These, in 
reality, ferocious creatures, dozing in the sun appear to be the 
mildest of the mild, You may (if the keeper is not looking) prod 
them gently with a stick or write your initials on their backs, or 
fasten adhesive advertisements upon them, They take it all good- 
humourediy, They have no idea they could break their bars like 
matchwood, They do not know their deadly strength. 

That awful morning when our friend strolled, the gee was, 
how wns he to be got back nguin into his cage. He was not a 
fellow to face and call “Shoo!” to like a meandering member of 
the poultry yard, A happy thought struck someone, There was 
au certain keeper to whom, for some reason or other, the beast had 
tuken a dislike, This man agreed to stand before the open door of 
the cage and to yell and hoot and defy the hippopotamus, then, if 
he made a rush, to run roca the cage and out of a door at the 
back, which was to be immediately slammed to, whilst the door in 


An elephant ride. 


front was simultaneously made secure. All arrangements were 
made and the game began, and until that moment nobody on 
earth could have imagined how fast that hippopotamus could 
gallop nor how fast that keeper could run. The scene was never 
resacted. Everybody had had quite enough of it. 

I suppose the monkey-houses have been, and always will be, the 
chief attraction to the common or Zoolozical. Garden excur- 
sionist. It is, to use the words of the poet, “Not all lavender” 
in the monkey-houses. The monkey is 9 pleasant and playful. 
creature, but indiscreet withal. A lady monkey is, generally, n 
xvod mother, as is also, it is said, an earwig. Many human beings 
have been compared to animals. Most girlsare likecats. Monkeys 
frequently resemble Irish bricklayers’ labourers. They are imita- 
tive animals; but it is only the face of the bricklayer’s labourer 
that they imitate. It is a universally-ndmitted fact that a monkey 
could talk if he chose to do so, but that if he did he might be 
made to work for his living. 

There was once a monkey at the Zoo whose name was Joe. He 
Was not, like unto other monkeys, a mere_nut-cracking frivoller. 
He did not crack his nuts as others of his tribe are wont to do, 
between his teeth. On the contrary, he pimced them under the 
foot of the person who had given them to him,and then he helped 
the person to crack them by giving him a sha 
toes with his fist. Anybody with a corn notic 
more or Jess, 

But I must row tell_you of a visit 1 recently paid to the Zoo in 
company with Tottie, Lardi, the Dook Snook. Bob. and Billy. The 
‘rst misfortune occurred at the entrance. The Dook having no 


crack over the 
this and smiled 


A glass of wince, 


money had tobe left outside, Later on Billy insisted upon having an 
clephant ride, The result was that the colossal animal collapsed 
altogether, Tam pleased to be able to admit. though, that Bob 
is developing quite a liberal disposition, He actually treated me 
toa fourpenny glass of wine, 


right off. and the tinger — 


ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER’S PILLS 


PRICE 4°” PER BOX (50 PILLS). 


LOPER’S PILLS ARE MADE FROM THE PRE- 
SCRIPTION OF AN EMINENT PHYSICIAN 
PRACTISING IN THE WEST END OF LONDON, 
and will be found invaluable in cases of Liver Complaint, Indiges- 
tion, all Stomachic Atvections, Giddiness, Nervousness, Shortness 
of Breath, Costiveness, Headache, Wind, Blotches on the Skin, 
Pimples, Debility, Disturbed Nights, Unpleasant Dreams, Bilious- 
ness, Want of Tone, all Female Complaints, ete. 


“THANKS TO YOUR PILLS.” 


147 New Kent Road, S.E., March 27th, 1895, 

DEAR Sirs—I must tell you how much I have bene- 
Jited by taking SLoPER’s PILLS, For months, until a few 
weeks ago, I hare not known what it ia to feel well; I hare 
always felt tired and languid, in fact I had a good mind 
to go to a@ hospital, ax I had got so thin, with dark cireles 
under my eyca, Iwas afraid I should hace to gireupmy 
situation ag cook and seck something lighter, but, THANKS 
TO your PILLs, J am feeling myself again, My eyes are 
getting better,and I am feeling stronger myself in erery 
way. Lhope you will forgive me for taking the liberty of 
writing you, 

From yours sinecrely, 


FLORENCE OAKLEY. 


ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER'S PILLS 


IF HE DOES NOT KEEP THEM 
SEND 9}? IN STAMPS TO 
THE PROPRIETORS, 


GURDEN & CoO. 
$0 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C., 
AND A BOX WILL BE SENT IMMEDIATELY. 


THE LATE GORDON FRASER. 


Last week suw the final act in the tragedy which robbed the 
world of a clever artist, and left a grief-stricken young wife and 
her children to mourn his loss, Poor Fraser has been missing 
since February 15th, but it was not till the 7th inst. that his body 
was found, entangled in the water-washed roots of a tree over- 
hanging the river. ply do we mourn his loss, but our keenest 
sympathies are also awakened for the widow and children, left, 
unhappily, without the least means of support. It is on their 
behalf that we are raising a little fund by the sale of the originai 
drawings contributed by Fraser to the “ HALF-HOLIDAY.” Ten 
Shillings each is all we are asking—a sum, of course, nothing 
like their real value or original price. All the money thus realised 
will be handed to Mrs. Fraser, who is badly in need of it. Now, 
then, kind readers, won't you give us a little help? 

Will “ Sympathiser,” who some few days ago sent n postal-order 
stamped Hemel Hempstead, kindly send name and address?) We 
are anxious to forward a drawing by the late Gordon Fraser, as an 
acknowledgment of the gift. 

SS 


A VALUABLE TIP. 

It's not generally known, but you'd be surprised what a differ. 
ence it makes in the time taken in the collection and delivery of a 
letter by our present G.P.O, system if you only write “ Jmmediate” 
in the top left-hand corner of your envelope. Some people never 
do this—think it’s all bunkum—but facts are stubborn things; if 
you don’t believe us, read the following : 

To start with, we'll suppose you post the epistle in a pillar-box. 
The postman who comes to clear it hastily runs his optic over the 
thirty or forty envelopes lying in the zine tray, spots yours with 
* Immediate” on it, at once recognises his duty, ejaculates “Great 
Morley !” stuffs his letter-bag into the box, leaves all other letters, 
and, calling » hansom, tears off to the district office with your 
important note. People at the district oftice see him coming, and 
ery, “What ho, here’s an ‘immediate’!” and ring up a special 
muil-cart. “Where to!” they almost yell.“ Brighton,” gasps the 
collecting postman, fairly out of breath. “ Victoria — Brighton 
line—don't spare the horse !” cries the head-postmaster to the mail- 
cart driver, as, hurling the momentous epistle into the cart, he 
bangs the little door behind. Despite the fact that more horses 
die of heart disease in this particular branch of the service in the 
course of a year than there are broken door-knockers on a new 
postman’s morning round, the man on the box lashes his steed into 
fury and literally skims along the streets until the West-end 
terminus of the L.B. & S.C. Railway is reached. Here the station- 
master himself, hastily donning his gold-laced cap, grabs the 
weighty communication out of the post-cart and hands it to the 

uard of the already signalled-out Brighton express. Then, rush- 
ing along the platform to the engine driver, he cries, “Go right 
thro’ to Brighton, hard as yer can—never mind about. stopping at 
Croydon, Three Bridges, or even Preston Park for tickets—only 
get there—there's a letter marked ‘ Jimediate? aboard !” 

It’s a bit of a startler for the engine-men, but they know their 
book. With the steam hissing like a tiend, and a heavy porter 
sitting on the safety valve, the train goes tlying through Surrey 
into Sussex like a vaselined hurricane. Watchmen at level crossings 
tling the gates open, signalmen tug at their imitation beer engines 
that only draw rails together, in something akin tofrenzy, Oneand 
all know that a letter inscribed * Jmmediate” is aboard the 10.10, 

At the other end it’s ai the same, Another special messenger 
goes tlying down the hill, knocking over the busy touts at the 
cook-shop doors with their monotonous “ Step inside for a good 
dinner, sir, Fresh jint jest up!” and bursts into the office in 
Ship Street. The letter is instantly stamped, and, by yet another 
fresh messenger, forwarded to its destination, 

There! A. SLOPEr’s let the cat out of the bag and told you all 
about it. Only don't do it tee often, beevuse it costs the postal 
wuthorities—as we've shown—a vast amount of extra expense and 
worry, which is hardly justitied when the “ Zmmediate” note is, 
sav, for instance : 

“Deak ETHEL.—Just a line to say don't waste your morning 
hunting for the curling irons which T thought I'd lost, as, on 
unpacking, | found them at the bottom of my box.—Yours ever, 


“ JULIA.” 
4 a: “ 
a rf 
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TIKO. 


——+-— 


THs isa simple story ; it is only about a dog, but my object is 
to demonstrate how easy it is fora single specimen of the canine 
race to destroy the (rae A came : 
peace and Chap.) 7 
piness of countless 
happy homes, 
bringing ruin and 
disgrace upon its 
wretehed — owner, 
and blight — his 
once rosy pros- 
pects for all time, 

I think it must 
have been his ab- 
solately irredeem- 
uble ugliness that | 
first made me take 
a fancy to Tiko. 
He had not one 
single good point 
which one could 
regard as some 
sort of set-oit 
against the general 
hideousness of his 
design; and this 
very consistency I 
believe made me 
look — upon him 
with favour, 

Thad advertised 
for a good yard 
dog, however, and I thonght it wise to put a few questions on this 
point, and Tasked his owner if the animal was a good “ watch.” 

The man eyed me with tine scorn, and set down his glass upon 
the counter of the little pub where we were talking business. “A 
good watch, d'yer say!” he repeated, slowly. “Why, guv’ner, 
that there dorgd scare a yard full o° burglars.” 

This was sufticient. 1 said, now 1 came to look at the animal 
again, I quite agreed with him—quite. 

“Another thing, guv'nor,” he went on, “‘e ain't one o° them 
fastidyus sorts yer get orften ; he’s a dorg that'll eat anythink.” 

1 thought this would be very nice at the time. A dog whose 
appetite requires tempting with early asparagus and lamb cutlets 
ix rather a responsibility. I little knew how soon I was to discover 
the absolute truth of the assurance. 

I took Tiko home and chained him up, happy in the thought 
that I could now sleep in security, I didn't, however—sleep, I 
mean, My purchase barked unceasingly all night, with an occa. 
sional moan and howl for the sake of variation. I felt no anger 
though ; the dog, I thought, is intelligently anxious to prove the 

. quality of his voice 
ina new neighbour. 
hood ; but I moved 
into another room 
the next evening 
where his vaca 
efforts were less 
audible. 

I was astonished 
at the aspect of my 
back garden the 
next ead It 
was strewn with the 
most remarkable 
assortment of 
articles — boots 
shoes, pieces of 
coal, cakes of soap, 
tire-irons, brass 
bedstead knobs, 
crockery, and good. 
ness knows what, 
My flower beds 
were ruined, half 
the roof of the 
freanhowe hope- 
lessly smashed, but 
Tiko gazed pen. 
sively upon the 
scene of devastation 
uninjured. My wife 
and I were forced 
to the conclusion 
that the neighbours had been throwing things at the dog. 

There was 2 batch of letters on the subject when I reached home 
that evening, but [ glanced at the garden and left them unanswered. 
More things were thrown during the night, and at the end ofa 
week I sold the lot by auction and cleared the price of the dog. 

But things were really becoming serious. Tiko had developed 
alarming propensities ; he'd eaten every fowl within the tive 
hundred yard radius, terrified every child in the neighbourhood, 
The tradesmen refused to call after Tiko had bitten the butcher ; 
my friends shunned the house, the neighbours wrote threatening 
letters, and made application to the magistrates. The young local 
chemist told me he was making quite a little fortune out of dog 
noisons, but Tiko was no foul. He borea charmed life,and though 

is kennel was riddled with bullet holes he never got a graze. 

It was pure obstinacy, I know; but I stuck to him—stuck to 
him even when the butcher obtained £20 compensation for hix 
injuries—but it_was Aunt Matilda's visit that sealed his fate. 1 
tolerated Aunt Matilda because she had made a will in my favour, 
otherwise — but 
that’s another 
matter. Her little 
Maltese terrier, 
Flossie, accom- 
panied her —she 
never _ stirred 
without it. 

Can you—but 
no, you would 
never guess the 
full horror of it 
all, Suddenly, as 
we sit chatting 
after tea, the door 
opened and in 
walked Tiko, 
licking — his lips, 
followed by our 
aYrighted maid, 
’Oh, sir! oh, 
mum!” she cried, 
“he —he—he's 
been and eaten up 
your little dog, 
mum.” 

One glance at 
the suspicious dis- 
tension in the 
neighbourhood of 
Tiko’s fourth rib 
was enough, 
“Monster!” 
shrieked my aunt—and with a heart-rending shriek she fainted. 

We brought her round in time, and she went home in tears, and 
acab. The day following she cut my name out of her will, and i 
went out and shot Tiko in cold blood, 


The butcher, 


She fainted. 
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ON THE CARDS. 


He, The uap’s off this new coat of mine already, 
She, Soon off ; must have been only a halfpeany nap, Tshoukd think, 


©,° Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 
of her Sriends whose portraits have not yet been rinse: ted, 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


No, 387.—Miss HILDA Duscis. 


© For this fond heart will ever beat for thee!" 
—The Dook Snuk, 


“Say, who could fail to love a maid so fuir’" = —Lord hur, 
“Ub, Hilda, darling, give me but a smile!” — The Hon, buly, 


(1) The Eller, as he emerged from his eottage the other morn, was 
terribly shocked, especially when the contents of the basket hailed hin as 
op apa.” “Awm no yer &ytLer,” sbrieked the Eider, iv abject terror, 


[ae 


“T wonder you ean look me in the face, Mr. Jones, rnimug your 
}oor family with wicked gambling.” You're just out of it, mi-<us: 
Nye made a lot of money, and was going to treat you toa silk dress,” 


“Gracious, Mr. Jones! how coukt | kuow % Success makes all the 


difference, dear.” 


SLOPER'’'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


Farr Critic, How is it vou are so towl in praise of 
the worst danbs ou the walls? 

False ue, Why, don't: you see, the best: prais 
themselves. 


(Saturday, April 20, 1895, 


“T am Alappointel, dear, [ 
have marrie! that burrible oli 
dukes, and he won't die, 
woukl you da, dear ?"—fart- 
Srom Leiter of Young Lady, 


ART NOTES. 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—SIR HERCULES ROBINSON. 


2. 


oul 
oo 


dQ) *Thv'lo, Soren! what brings you out to the Cape?" cried Sir Herenles 
Robinson, when the Eminent presented himself at Government Honse. “cut oue 

jee . replied A, Shove, hamling the new governor his credential< 
y signed by the Dook Snook aml countersizned by Metiocssley, “And that is? 
“Yo interview you, my buek. Now, being, ax you are aware, the Universal Fricid 
ot Man, [don't want to mix myself up in the tit? between your prolecessors, Sir 
Heury Loch and Cecil Rhodes, but teil me unreservedly your own views of the matter, 
hot necessarily for publication, but as a guarantee of good faith” “ By-theby, 
SLOPRR, said Sir Herenles, evading the question with his usual diplomatic skill, © 1 
suppose you intend doing a littl: big game hunting while you are out here?” 
© Being sportive to the backbone, certainly.” * Then you land better look sharp, for 
the close time will sven be onus. Start at once, my frieml. T give you carte-blanche 
te hunt all over Africa, You have timed your visit weil, as the wild animals at this 
period of the year are particularly ferucious.” . 2. As AJ SLOPER sits calmly in 
hie Mildew Court study, surronmded by ivory, Getrich feathers, and crocodile, lion, 
hippo, and python skins, he really wonders how he ni wt to return te Bughimd 
alive, Coukt it have been a plot of sir Mereales te — No, perish the thought ! 
A. SLOPER is writing a book on bis adventures, Here ix a short extract, describing 


MORE DASTARDLINESS. 


“iN 


Weeienee Was mie tae Work ora ly wil that wax iimave made iu 
© Laird, Laird! yer au perfec’ yenis,” roared Meswine. 


1 


arather bn3ay morning: “ Before commencing my day's hunting T,as nsnal, took my 
morning plunge in the river, previously fortifying myself with a mouthial of 
* Unsweetened,’ ——(2) On rising to the surface 1 found myself face to face with an 
enormous hippo, 1 thonght my hour had come, for, naturally, 1 was uuarmed, | 
Ureathed hard. That breath savel me! Overcome by the fumes of the *Un- 
sweetenc:!’ the yreat beast sunk to rise no more !—(3) T hail scarcely dressed when 
« gigantic crocs«lile—I do not exaggerate when I say he measured ninety feet from 
snout te tail—rese ont of the reeds, Taking steady aim at his right orbit, the only 
vital part, T pulled the trigger. Jnbilee is now playing at Jonah in the skin at my 
fewt as TF write, —(4) Before Thad time to re-load a huge python reared itself, witht 
wide open jaws, in front of me. What was I to do? Argoment I felt under th: 
ciremmustances was of no avail. Tlouked over my shoulder for a meaus of escape atl 
saw a Lerge herd of black lions coming on at a fearful pace, TP must confess, for ou 
in my life, T felt somewhat perplexed. When just then a tame ostrich that but 
escapal from its farm came down to the river to drink, —(5) Like lightning | 
spramy on the bird's back, ‘Ten minutes luter 1 was quafling lager beer with it: 
owner, ny friemt and host, Van Aimsterntamderscamp, and pouring inty bit ready 
eurs a Vivid account of my wouderful adventures.” 


at 
a ; Mi 


» Auntie MeCanllich sail, as she meandered up to MeNab’s mansion, “That Lethe 
Laird, Laird, let us t+ 


Cw 


5 
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Froasic -the Pili busber. ic , telby’s ae 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


The Surrey Farmers’ Hunt, I'm told, Their annual steeplechases hold ;—'Tis strange, hut true, that 
neat last, The law has dabez Balfour fast :—The Press of France keep nagging will, That England 


sales in Bygyut still :—Cheer after cheer cach member fires, Ax Mr, Speaker Lvel retires :— Enthusiasts 
vita ardour burn, To wetness grand old Manns return :—The honest bobby's bargain got Him reprimanded 
vather het ——THUK @LOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


WHAT DO YOU THINK? 


oe ec 
A BCRN COLOURIST. 


Sebi, Why. yon funny bev, von've painted the snow bron, 
the cows blne and the trees pink f 

Corl, Yes, Lknow : and when Pye painted the sky grees, ivll 
be tini-hel, You see, bdun't waut anybody to think Pye eopicd 
it from unythiuy ! 


AN EXPRESSION OF OPINION. 


Mes. Prodgers (at the Orient), Well. if the real place ‘as got all 
Nom asserted samples o paving iu the streets like this yere, 
it~ prised they calls it Oh-démp-yer ! 


Mand. Do you ever ent up holies, anntie? 
Auntie. Frequently, my dear, Pia rather fond of doing oo, 


ARTISTIC. 
Thiet ; Peer ; i . “T never sce anybody, even if they are in the -talls,* 

heeds our impres ionist artist making impre> wus. “Oh. then, vou couktl see my new hat 2" 
“No. Pin sorry to says but Lexpect the people behind you did.” 


(Arey wear seats phase, he ware me cen deseis cid 
dressmaking. 


Splendid business. 
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, ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—_—— 


THE flowers that bloom in the Spring. Tra, la! All hail to 
Primrose Day, Although politics do not trouble A, SLOPER he is, 
nevertheless, 
prond to asso. 
ciate: himself 
with the sweet, 
innocent litle 
Dadlet of which 
the fate Lord 
Beaconstield was 
so fond, He 
therefore hopes 
that on the day 
in question all 
his admirers 
will adorn them- 
selves with the 
charming little 
tower, and thus 
prove them. 
selves to be true 
Sloperites, 

s* 


WE are getting 
mightily — parti- 
cular nowndays, 
is In the middle of 

a corset case 
recently heard in a certain Metropolitan County Court, the judge 
suggested that all the male portion of his audience should depart. 
This judge is probably a relative of Mrs, Chant. 

ee 


It is incorrect that the editor of Larks / has broken down under 
the severe stram imposed by the production of the manmoth 
ha'porth. The gifted chief has returned recruited in body and 
mind from the Easter vacation, and will continue, as hitherto, to 
devote his brilliant energies to keeping up the standard of excel- 
lence which has made our great ha'penny comic world-famous, 

ses 
= 

11s medical advisers havin: started Sir Frederick Leighton off 
onan holiday abroad, the Presid t of the Royal Academy will be 
unable to occupy the chair at cne Annual Banquet in May. It is 
understood that either A. SLOPER or Sir John Millais will take his 
place, +2 

. 


SEVERAL writers are now strongly advocating the abolition of 
bridesmaids’ presents, and there is much in their arguments worthy 
of consideration, To the | ‘ 
bridegroom endowed with 
only a moderate share of this 
world’s goods, the expenses of 
a smart wedding are heavy 
enough, and when it comes 
to presenting six, eight, and 
sometimes more bridesmaids 
with a jewelled memento of 
the oceasion, the tax is one 
at which he may well grumble. 
Let the groom expend his 
money upon a choice 
bouquet for each by all means, 
snd even then he can make a 
Dig hole in a ten-pound note 
without getting anything 

mrticularly wonderful; but 
es do away with this 
present-giving business 
altogether, » ¢ 

s 


THE Moss-Grown Mid- 
Wicket has this day con- 
ferred the “ Award of Merit” 
upon J.T. Brows, because he 
seored WO for the Old 
Country. — * Feyther,” chor- 
tled the Cerulean-Eyed Um- 
pire, “T ain't lost all ‘opes 
of yer vet. If it ‘adn't a-bin 
for Brown's big score, it ud 
a-bin  Orsestralia as would 
‘ave bin winners of the rubber, J, B. won the match for ‘em, 
I reckon, and though you're a regular fool at cricket yourself, I'm 
glad to see yer’ve recognised his prowes——" But here A. SLOPER 
recovered from his indignation, and with a howl of rage threw 
himself upon his victim. es 

s 


REALLY the ways of the up-to-date reporter are truly and fear- 
fully wonderful. His eye for detail is simply marvellous, Fancy 
finding out whether 2 certain prisoner picks his tish bones clean 
or not! What next, we wonder ?! 

s-? 


SKETCHES seem to be very popular at present with Music-hall 


audiences, Keegan and Elvin. ina Z/aasom Cabby, are really very 
funny. No wonder Loudon Pavilion shares are selling at such 3 


high rate. ee 
s 
Mr. McGOosELry is slowly recovering from the excitement of 
the Easter Holidays. It is thought probable that he will be sober 
enough to leave his bed by Saturday, unless further complications 
ensue.—LATEsST BULLETIN, ¢ ¢ 
s 


IN spite of the fact that Aéng Arthur still continues to attract, 
the withdrawal of the piece from the bills of the Lyceum Theatre 
ix imminent, 
Nevertheless, the 

reatest of all 

English actors is 
not going to 
leave London 
just yet. Ile in- 
tends giving us 
the treat for 
which Cockney- 
dom has becn 
for a long time 
past — yearning, 
viz.—in appear. 
ing in the char- 
acter of the old 
soldier in Water. 
loo, This little 
play was written 
for him by Colan 
- Doyle, and 
“~ although our pro- 
Vineial — cousins 
naive had the 
pleasure of wit- 
hessing the little 
skit. it has never 
before, we be- 
lieve, been enac- 
ted in the Metro- 
polis. s+ 

s 


THE Bank Holiday charges were exceptionally heavy this 
Easter, the police say. The Bank Holiday charges at some of the 
seaside hotels are a dashed sight heavier, though. 


ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


ISLINGTONIANS are to be congratulated on the possession of 
such an excellent little Music-hall as Collins's, This establishment, 
which was recently 
honoured by a visit from 
A. SLOPER, provides its 
patrons with a most ex. 
cellent entertainment, 
Every turn is of the 
first-class order, The 
Eminent most earnestly 
advises his friends to 
pay this Hall a visit at 
the first opportunity. 


s 

ANNIE Grace BULL 
was only eleven, but she 
displayed bravery and 
presence of mind worthy 
of a soldier and a man, 
Passing over a level 
crossing on the North 
Staffordshire Railway 
with her little brother, 
she discovered simulta- 
neously that an express 
Was approaching, and 
that her little charge 
had strayed away right 
in the path of theengine, 
Rushing back she 
jumped upon the metals, © 
seized the child, anc 
threw him clear of 
danger, only to be caught herself by the buffer of the engine and 
killed, A little hero, indeed. . s 

= 


SARAH RERNHARDT'S Intest freak, it seems, isto gatheraround her 
amenagerie. She is collecting all sorts of strange beasts—monkeys 
from Africa, tigers from Asia, and snakes from Australia. If 
Sarah requires any more beasts perhaps she will patronise Shoe 
Lane. We can well spare a few from that neighbourhood, 

ss 


s 
HERE, you boys and girls, here’s a chance for you! ALLY 
Stoper’s Dominoes is the latest invention for your amusement. 
The game is played in tt same way as ordinary dominoes, but, 
instead of numerals, you have portraits of the Ancient, Mrs. 8., 
Alexandry, the Dook Snook, Snatcher, and other distinguished 
members of the Family. A complete card of these ouly*costs a 
penny, ond one can cut them out with a pair of scissors. Most toy 
shops and fancy stationers sell them. 
ss 
s 
THE police appear to have got the anti-gambling craze badiy. 
Having come off second best in their raid on the Leviathan “ Vic- 
toria” they are 
now turning their | \ raf 
attention to the tw Mt 
smaller fry, and a 
“riding” these ee 
establishments all 
over the place. 
“ Another Gatub- 
ling Club Raid” 
is becoming such 
a familiar line on 
the newspaper 
posters that A. 
SLOPER is getting 
quite nervous, 
They do a little 
quiet _ fluttering 
now and again at 
the Rumfoozlers. 
but if this sort of 
thing is to con- 
tinue the Eminent 
will be obliged to 
take a quiet hand 
only in the pri- 
vacy of his own 
abode, And even 
there, perhaps, he 
is hardly safe, Iky 
Mo is so well known to the police that—but no, it would be too 
—too—much. 


as 
* 

WELSH whisky, we are told, is the coming drink. All right, the 
sooner it comes the better; there’x always a warm welcome in 
Fleet Street for really good booze. Folks are getting very tired of 
some of the stuff sold as Scotch, A 


* 

GEORGE CONQUEST, SEN., is again on the war-path. In con- 
junction with A. Shirley he has perpetrated a new play. which is 
now drawing crowds to the popular little Surrey Theatre. Keep 
it up, George. ** 

AvGUSTR VAN BIENE, who has charmed so many of us with his 
violoncello playing. has been recently appearing at the National 
Standard Theatre. Shoreditch. The house has never, we believe, 

‘en so crowded since the withdrawal of the Pantomime. 


THE decline of volunteering. “That is what those interested in 
The martial spirit, it sppears, 


the subject are talking about now. 
that once animated the breast of 
the citizen soldier isevaporating, 
and not only are recruits ome 
ing few and far between, but the 
number of resignations is excit- 
ing much concern, What is the 
reason of this state of affairs? 
Are young men becoming tired 
of playing at soldiers? Is the 
possibility of ever being called 
upon to defend these shores so 
remote as to engender a sense of 
indifference? Or are the occa- 
sional hardships of camping out, 
and the enforced attendance at 
drills too much for the etfeminate 
young men of to-day? We 
haven't got an answer to these 
queries — ourselves, Perhaps 
someone else will oblige, 
* 


Tue Annual Xteeplechases of 
the Mildew Court Hunt took 
place last week in the presence 
of a distinguished company, in- 
cluding nearly all the regular 
followers of the famous pack, 
A. SLOPER had entered the 
Skunk for the Consolation 
Stikes, and despite the odds of 
33-1 Inid against the colt, 
landed hima winner by a head, 
after a ding-dong tinish with the 
Dook Snook’s buy mare Catsmeat, 

ss 


THe little Queen of Holland is expected to arrive in England on 
the 30th. A. SLoven has given her a warm invitation to Mildew 
Court. and Evelina has promised to coine round and play with the 
Royal guest. 


(Saturday, April 20, 1895, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs. 


ACALENDAK FORK THE WERK ENDING APRIL 277u, 1895, 
—o— 


21st April, 1880.—George Barnwell, which once was alw., 
played in frout‘ot the Drury Lane pantomime on Boxing Niet) 
and for the most part generally in dumb show ko great Was the 
noise, was this day revived ata mwatinée at the Gaiety by 
Hollingshead. , 


22nd April. 1668.—“ By water to the Temple.” says P.py. 
under this date, “and then to the Cocke Alehouse (No. 201 jc. 
Strect), and drank, and eat a lobster and sang, and were mighty 
merry.” ; ‘a 

23rd April. 1564.—William Shakespeare was born this day 
and died A mil 23rd, 1616. Ward says. “ In his elder days he Fe 
at Stratford, and supplied the stage with two plaies every sei. 
and for itt had an allowance so large that hee spent att the rate of 
£1000 2 yeare.” 

24th April, 1886.—A man ee this day, at the Thames 
Police Court, for a summons against his wife for “ jawing him,” 


_ 25th April, 1886.—A man this day committed suicide by 
jumping from the bridge spanning the Avon, a fall of 270 feet. 41, 
previously visited a public-house, where he drank a bottle of “teetor:| 
punch "and smoked a pipe. He then neatly folded up his cout 
took off his hat and took the fatal plunge. His pipe, lying on iii, 
coat, was still warm when found. 


26th April, 1851.—Mrs. Alexander Lee (Mrs. Waylett, th. 
actress), died this day, aged fifty-one. 


27th April, 1645. — This day, Milton, “the blind school. 
master,” 28 Waller contemptuonsly called him, executed th. 
contract disposing of his “Paradise Lost” to Samuel Simmons, 
printer and stationer in London, for an immediate payment of ¢;, 
with the promise of a further £10 on the sale of 3000 copies, The 
original publishing price was 3, 


————_.——__———_ 


A HOPELESS CASE. 


“T am weary of life,” he exclaimed in distress, 
* And a suicide’s death shall be mine!” 

So in front of the North-by-North-Eastern express 
He projected his form on the line. 

He was hurled by the engine a furlong through air, 
And he fell on a caulifiower-patch : 

Then he rose, and remarked, with » groan of despair, 
“T have scarcely a bruise or a scratch ! 

I must cleave to my life, though it’s barren of joy, 

For there's nought but 1 natural death will destroy 

The poor wretch who has played twenty years (man 

and boy) 

Twice a week ina footballing match!” 


— eee 


A SPOT STROKE. 


ALEXANDER SIMPERSON FROGHAIR was in the last stage of 
despair. All that he loved—nay, worshipped—on earth had given 
him the shake a week before, and his heart was heavy. His only 
failing, in her eyes, was his incurable dilatoriness : his procrasti 
nation would have stopped a clock. Though, somehow, he jib)! 
at placing his head in the matrimonial halter, he felt that lif- 
without her love would be nought but a great horrid blank— 
Hackney Marshes on a wet day. But he could go on, for the 
resent, at anyrate. if she would only smile on him once more ; tu 
eel, once again, that she was not utterly indifferent to him, he 
would have taken out 9 seven, fourteen, or twenty-one vear-' 
renewal of his lease ‘of life. How should he approach her! To 
write was too ordinarv—altogether too unromantic. He would 
advertise ! 

She only read the Star and “StLopPer,” and the latter does not 
insert advertisements. However, the Stgr does, and on the cve of 
Good Friday, sandwiched between the announcement of the sale or 
exchange of » Dotghkneaders’ Patent Mangle and the “ want” ad. 
a a speatebaker who was temporarily disengaged, there appeared 
these lines : 


“CLARISSA B.—It is dvne to frgve: hvnly to frgt. A dzn 
wrds frm yr swt Ips wll mk hppy one wh is on vrge 
fdspr. Who and whr wily spk ‘em? Tildth, 

FROGHAIR.” 


That night and the next he spent in despondency. No food (save 
fourteen hot crossed ‘uns and about half a gallon of “fourpenny ") 
messed through his blanched lips; the suspense was literally 
gngving at his vitals—(To the “comp.”: Don’t go and spoil the 
whole thing by setting this up “vittles”)—and carking car. 
whatever-it is, was carking him for all it was worth. 

Saturday—and the “ Football "—bronght her answer : 


“Frocuain.—Ilw mny wrds—twlve? Hre thy re, E-tr 
Mndy, otsde Regstrr’s ffce, Islngtn Grn, elvn shrp; 
brng rng.—CLARIS8A.” 


It was a fearful price to pay for the possession of a woman's love 
—as all who have done it declare—but Alexander was badly 
smitten. He got the ring, also his hair cut, and turned up at the 
Registrar's prompt at eleven. The knot was adjusted—(reads a bit 
like Billington!)—and no two hearts with but a single thought 
beat more lovingly in the upper boxes at Sam Collins's that night 
than those of Alexander and Clarissa—now, and till death or the 
Divorce Court do them part, Mr, and Mrs, A. 8. Froghair. 


—_—_———2e—_—_—_—. 


SHOE LANE SOLOMONISMS. 


WHat Solomon really said in his haste was that all_ men were 
turf prophets who told you a month before Christmas, but youve 
forgotten it. that Euclid was sure to win the Lincoln Handicap. 

Inthe distant land of Mexico the polite native, when he meeteth 
a Indy, saicth “1 kiss your feet all over”; but the custom p' 
vaileth not in the more adjacent land of Finsbury Park, no pulite 
native having a mouth big enough for the job. 

The wicked man winketh with his eyes and manipulateth the 
double-headed penny, but the righteous mau scorneth evil, 2" 
consequently payeth for the drinks. 

An ox gocth to the slaughter and a fool to the correction of the 
stocks, but a Shoe Lane backslider adjourneth to the racecour~ 
at Sunbury, and returneth ten times more broken than the ox a0! 
a hundred times sicker than the fool. 5 F 

The heart of the righteous is as choice silver, whilst the liver © 
the unrighteous fairly gives him Jip. en coe 

A false witness shall not go unpunished, and a defaulting Ju 
man gets muleted ina fiver. 

Train up a child in the way he should go. and, by the time hie 
one-and-twenty, you'll tind him dealing himself the ‘long haud 
at penny “ Nap.” : 

Speak not in the ears of a fool, for he will despise the wisdom v 
thy words, Bung his eye up, F ; 

ron sharpeneth iron, but a bad gin-and-bitters will take Ue 
edve off the best of appetites, Pa ae 

The wasps have no king. but they carry a red-hot pitchfork a 
their business end that would bring princes to submission. 


Johar, 


—_>——__ 
Every Wednesday. Twopence: 


JUDY. 
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THE FRESH-STARTERS. 


Ace {smart young meu" have orzanised a club, each member 
(vs here CR the be ie as toe the number of “fresh starts” he can give 
nent to those who are in “ Queer <trect "— financially, or morally.) 
ae Some “Johnnies,” we 
<p sea) know, think it quite 
" Sones NEWS. -, 
a , 


: comme il faut 
- ener — AND fae To go in for lounging or 
a OUT TYE, EN larking— 

- FFESY ~ But here are some “ boys” 


whose _ new- planned 
Clubbing joys 
We fancy are worthy re- 
marking. ‘ 
They would fain give a lift 
to poor devils who 
~ drift,” 
No matter if muddlers or 
marty rs— 
And results they compare 
with the eagerest air 
In their Club which they 
call “The Fresh- 
Starters.” 


Now, you'll own that this 
plan is more worthy a 
man 

Than baccarat, betting, 
or boozing ; 

And it gives “scope and 
verge” unto those 

_—--- *nenth Fate's surge 

If the chance of a change they'd be choosing. 

Resides, certain folk ‘neath Adversity’s yoke 
(Say, all husbands from strictness departers) | 

May humbly kneel down and exclaim. when wives frown— 
“Have Mercy ! I’ve joined the Fresh-Starters ! 


Hee i cad Georce Alfred Wilksnskaw felt 

ler was out at last, and George A ilkenshaw fe! 
pei for it. It had cost him a powerful mental wrench and 
i seven brandy and sodas to make the avowal ; but now 
ver, now that he had laid his heart and screw, 
ing, st her number four trotter cases, his sense of 
by the doubt he 


neared in no particular hurry 
osed eyelids, and a thoughtful 


are you quite, quite sure, George, that I should make you 
good wife—patient, 
“My darling. how can 
+ And you real- 
lieve that I 


run 
‘ht, and bring 
sorts of 
upon 
ou! 
“Of course I 


To lo. dearest !” 
ould ~And you do 
snev Lean cook 
snot icely. and will 
ve of et you tasty 
le or ittle dinners 


shen you come 
ome tired and 
cary from the 
orrid City 2” 
“Mv ownest, 
‘eve me, 
ust you will do all this, 
“Yes; but you don't think that T shall get tired of leading a 
neventful life with you,do you! You feel sure you can 
" me with a cheap little semi-detached in the suburbs, and 
hat I sha‘n't pine for theatres.and concerts and dances, or want to 
’ nectings and river parties and picnics as 1 do now?” 
i: e, do I not know your sweet, unselfish nature?" he 
: : ay he made an unsuccessful attempt to possess himself 
ver diana, 
*And you give me credit for being able to manage with one 
rvant, and not craving after new dresses and bonnets and 
ive finery? There is no doubt in your mind of all this?” 
whatever, my ownest.” 


” 


: Jove 
badly 
it the 
a bit 
pught 
night 
yr the 


if n. George,” she said, decidedly, “much as I regret to 
isappoint anyone with such modest ideas of 2 wife’s perfections, I 
ust decline to say ‘yes’ to you. You're a very decent young 
How, no doubt—plain, but worthy; but I'm not taking any, 
ank you. The sort of girl you evidently want for your money is 

angel on earth, but, unfortunately, I'm not built that. way 
nvself, Good-night, Gicorge, and if you do find what you're look- 
x for this side of heaven, pray send mea card for the wedding.” 


BELLES OF THE BUFFET. 
No. 32.—THE “ ANGEL AT ISLINGTON” GIRL. 
Many no day, and many a 


week, 
Within Maunde Thompson's 
bibliotheke, 
(Because for antiquarian 


y Were 
rou ve 


ire 
polite 
got a fervour 
the : 


aul strong) 


I spent, in painfully pon- 
dering oer 
Old books, to learn how 


long 

The Islington “ Angel” had 
borne that name, 

And the reason why it re- 
ceived the same ! 


of the 
qaurs* 
yx aud 


vere! 


, jury 
Many a day, and many a 


week, 
In the British Museum I 
still did reek 
To solve that problem 
dreary ; 
And ever the damp bedewed 
my cheek, 


» hie ls 
* hand 


lomo 
ke ter 
ork _And ever my brain waxed weary. . 

Yet I ne‘er could tind, though I grew half-blind, 


Jlow long the * Angel” had borne that name, 
Or the reason why it received the same ! 


But it chanced last night that some hours I spent 
In the Islington * Grand" Theaytre. 
And between the acts to the “ Angel" went 
For a drop of the cheering “cratur.” 
And the barmaid there was so heavenly fair, 
That I said to myself, “It's from her, Vil swear, 
That the Islington ANGEL has gained a name 
Which, until she graced it, it ner could claim!" 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


Batu, April sth, 1895. 

My Dear ALLY.—I am sending you herewith a contribution to 
your famous collection of relics, which I unearthed last week whilst 
pottering around in my garden. It isa bit rusty, but that makes 
it all the more valuable as an antiquity. From all appearances it 
is the remains of a dagger ; but the handle is the curious part of it, 
bearing as it does an unmistakable likeness to the Sloperian 
features. I have no doubt that at some time or other it belonged 
to one of your ancestors, of whom you are giving such interesting 
accounts in the “HALF-HOLIDAY.” Pray accept it, with best 
wishes for your health and the continued prosperity of your amus- 
ing and inimitable paper. Yours, dear ALLY, A RESIDENT. 


—_—_s—__—__ 


SLOPER’'S ANCESTORS. 
No. 27.— ALBERT ANGOSTURA SLOPER. 
Born, V573. Assasecnated, 1605. 
WE broke off this hideous and appalling narrative last wéek at 
the painful point where Simon Semolina did a back fall on the 
battlements, and Jeft his youthful nephew in full possession of his 
own, 

Albert Angostura was young and inexperienced, but he had seen 
all he wanted to of the ways of stepfathers, and his first move, 
therefore, was to shut his too lively parent in one of the many con- 
vents that took in “paying guests” in those days, where she 
expired of absolute pip two years later. This done, he set himself 
to work about perfecting himself in those arts and sciences which 
were the fitting education of one of his rank and position, and by 
the time he attained his majority was really a remarkably accom. 
plished young man. 

There can be little doubt that had he justified the bright promise 
of his early career, Albert Angostura would have shed a lustre 
upon his name such a8 no one of his ancestors had done before 
him. It is te him we are indebted for much of the data from 
which this series has been compiled, and his J/éstory of Castle 
Mildew—a really valuable contribution to the literature of his 
pee eerows a strong light upon many a dark passage in the family 

story. 

Albert Angostura married money. He was too much of a Sloper 
not to keep an eye open for the spondulicks when he went a-wooing ; 
but there is no evidence to show that he ever beat, bruised, or 
treated his bride otherwise than with that kindly firmness which 
Was necessary to aeee the mediwval wife in her proper place, 

Albert Angostura, in fact, had no real vice in him, which, for one 
of his name, was a singularly remarkable tact. The Slopers had 
not proved themselves such an exemplary lot that they could not 
have done with a saint or two; but the hand of Destiny decreed 
that Albert Angostura should have no halo anyhow. Innocently 
or otherwise, he became involved in the famous, or, should we say, 
infamous, scheme known as the Gunpowder Plot. The identity of 
the writer of the anonymous Vig lec 2 to Lord Mounteagle, which 
saved éthe lives of King and Parliament, has neversyet been 
established by historians; but we are willing to place at their 
disposal certnin documents which prove beyond question that 
Albert Angostura was the repentont plotter. But the confession 
cost him his life; a fellow conspirator tracked him down, and 
poet Angostura was found by his retainers with a poniard buried 


heart. 
(To be continued next week.) 


A PRIMROSE EPISODE. 
A MYRIAD flowers in lane and lea 
My lightsome heart holds dear, 
But ever the best-beloved of me 
Is the “ firstling of the year.” 
And in my coat, each Sabbath day 
While beaming bright and fair 
Are April skies and the skies of May, 
A priimrose-bunch 1 wear. 


But, though I love these firstlings so, 
And bear them with me gaily 

Where'er I go, it is not to show 
My esteem for Lord Disraeli. 

A Liberal bold to the very back-bone, 
1 scorn and detest the Tories : 

So it’s just for its own sweet sake alone 
That my soul in the primrose glories. 


Yet my tale is a tale of profound distress, 
Of deplorably = dejection 5 
For I went this week in my Sunday dress 
To vote for M.P.’s election. 
And the “sack ” from my Liberal boss I've 
gained, 
Aud he sneers at my truthful story ; 
Since, because of the primrose my cont 
contained, 
He imagines I voted Tory ! 


A WORRIED WALTONIAN. 

ALL the world was gay that glad Good Friday afternoon—all 
save a solitary small boy, who with tears of genuine sorrow stream- 
ing from his eyes anda piccalilly bottle full of fresh water slung 
by a string, wended his weary way along the banks of the malo- 
dorous Lea, And a good-natured man, who was on his way ton 
little bit of a ratting match at Temple Mills, stopped the youngster 
with: “ Wot, Johnny! what's the matter with yer?” 

“ Matter enuff,” sobbed the young sportsman: *jes'nas I thought 
1 was in for a rippin’ fine day’s fishin’, along comes Bill Saunder- 
son an’ spoils it all—boohoo!" 

“What did he do? If I catch him I'll knock his head loose.” 

“Why, he see’d what a oy I was in for, an’, determined to spoil 
it, he comes up artfully behind me an’ fetches me a tremengous 
smack in the back—of course, I swallowed the worms, an’ now I 
can't go tishin’.” 

* Where was yer carryin’ ‘em, Johnny?” 

“In me mouth, of course!) Where would you carry ‘em if both 
yer hands was full an’ all yer pockets had ‘oles in ‘em ?” 


TRANSPOSED PRIMALS. 


IT ix one of the weaknesses as well as one of the follies of the 
age, With the nervous old gentleman travelling, who told the 
railway porter to go to the carriage and take out his “two rags and 
2 bug "it was a genuine lapews lingua, but with the smart young 
man whoasks the barmaid at his favourite house of call on Sunday 
for “two of bin and gitters” it is the acme of humour. In the 
instance hereinafter reported it was a sheer case of touguetiedidity 
principally induced by hunger and cold, 

The poor shivering tramp who, eluding the vigilance of the lynx- 
eyed “ sare “and keepers, had passed the night on an ornamental 
iron bench in Hyde»Park, woke up on Monday morning with a 
start. His limbs were stiff with the cold, and miniature icicles had 
formed on his ragged moustache. 

“ G-g-g-great Sc-c-c-cott |” he ejaculated through his chattering 
teeth, “it’s p-p-precious cold for the fust v’ April. I'm blest if 1 
don’t realise now what the bloomin’ poet meant when he talk 
about linter wingcering in the sprap of ling!” 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


A“BARREL”-Organ: The Licensed Victuallers’ Gasctte. 

Sun-struck ; Jubilee walloped by the Eminent. 

PROVERB for Successful Speculator : * All's geld-fish that comes 
to my net.” ; : 

A MAN who can Take a Joke: The comic journalist who person- 
ally delivers it to his editor. 
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AUNT MACPHERSON’S MONEY. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

Mr. MACFARLANE'S welcome was distinctly cordial, and thouch 
he was a somewhat homely-looking individual, he had ample 
evidence that 
neither his niece 
nor her husband 
thought a bit the 
less of him for 
his plainness, 
The old man 
quickly struck 
upa warm friend- 
ship with John 
Morton, and 
John Morton was 

ily respon- 
sive. The rough 
old Scot was a 
revelation to 
Morton. When 
he took him to 
see the Tower of 
ndon he was 
surprised to dis- 
cover that the 
old) chap was 
more up in the 
history of the 
grim fortress 
than he was him- 
self, and Morton 
wus delighted to 
take him to a 
dozen _ historical 
places with a 
view to discover 
something he did not know, and failed. The old man had, like 
most Scots, been a diligent reader of much that John Morton had 
neglected, and the two me excellent companions, 

At home, too, there were wigs ae times. Since the 
occasion when Jack Morton had dealt so summarily with Count 
Flautant, Mrs. Morton had mingled less and less with the class 
within whose circle she had met that foreigner. She was mostly 
always at home. and Jack.speedily recognised that he should be as 
much as possible at home, too. Husband and wife, however, did 
not assimilate well. There was a certain stiff ceremoniousness 
between them, equally unlike the happiness of matrimonial bliss, 
or the ostentatious misery of ill-matched couples. Sandy's arrival 
changed‘all this. The continual presence in the house of a third 
party raised subjects of mutual interest, and Mr, and Mrs. Morton 
gradually felt.almost genial towards each other. Their cordiality 
was not sufticiently warm to blind the keen eyes of Sandy Mac- 


Took him to the Tower, 


“Had you known Jack long?” 


farlane, however, and the old Scot determined to find out what was 
the matter. ZA 

“Milly,” said he one day, when his niece and he were alone, 
“had you known Jack long before you married him :” 

“Aves,” said Milly, nbruptly, for she did not like to talk about Jack. 

“ He's a nice chap,” said Sandy, 

“Oh, he's well enough,” said Milly. f 

* Wuat 1 like about you and him is that youare a sensible couple 
—don't fuss too much about one another.” ; ‘ 

“No, we are not very effusive,” said Milly, with a sigh. 

“No billing and cooing in other folk’s presence—keep all your 
happiness for consumption when no one is looking, eh? 

Bi We are content, and—I do not care to talk about the sub- 

“ Humph!” said Sandy, and he changed the subject. 

“You're a busy man,” said Sandy to Jack one day. 

“ Well, I’ve a good deal to do one way or another,” said Jack. 

“Make a pretty penny a year, don’t you, out of that newspaper 
work and law an 
such like?” 

“Well, about 
two hundred and 
fifty. 1 suppose.” 

“shouldn't 
think it would 
be worth your 
bother, You 
might work less, 
and take your 
wifeabout more.” 

1 fancy we see 
about enough of 
one another as it 
is,” snid Jack. 

“1 don't know, 
I've always been 
n bachelor he 
eelf, Thought 
married couples 
were always hap- 
piest together.” 

“Some  sre— 
some are not,” 
said Jack, with a 
grim smile. 

“But 1 don't 
sec any use of 
your slavin 
away atthisrate.” 

“Tt keeps me 
out of mischief.” , 

“But you could take a trip somewhere. Go to Scotland— 
Norway—the Continent. You could go to heaps of places all the 
year round, You have forty-tive thousand— 

* D—n the furty-tive thousand!” said John Morton. 


(To be continued next week.) 


“It kecps me out of mischicf.” 
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THE 'F.0.S." PORTRAIT GALLERY. AN UNWELCOME VISITOR. 


Hostess, Now, Mr, Crowli, you neea not feel at al] 
nervous singims here, none of us ure particntari: 


Api A musical, (L'eur Crovelt, the distinguished amateuy— 
his heart ts tov full Jor words, 
‘ 5 
/ Y 
Hh 


Node Ma GG. WALES AR PHOR, BOS, 


“Althonsh mites away from his native bowl the memory of 
Wallis Arthur still lingers in the heart of many a score of 
Din cHishinen. Df Wallis succeads in iaking: as neainy friends in 
benth Africa as he prose yhe will indeed be a 


YS a 
non tit 


Jucky mtn. He uwn throughout the A SMASHER. 

British Tsles iit ot + western suburbs of “Say, my man, have you come across a bieyelit 
the Metropolis, An excellent 1 jolly good company about here?” “Na, na, young man; but I kent a 
inoany society, Wallis is bow yoann a big reputation in “ Wullo, Dick! how pale you've zone: have you seen a ghost 7% Worse, my boy > D've just caught cight young feller a wee bit upt lane, sittin’ ou the yearth 
whatever profession or country he chooses to wlurn, Chiefly of my tailor, whom DE thonsht was safe in London,” mendin’ umbrillies.” 


because be is a venial entertainer Wallis was created P.O... 
‘und the *Sloper Awara of Merit’ prescuted to him February 
Meu, WSUS" — Le brett diuproed, 


STREET ACQUAINTANCES. No. 4.—THE ENERGETIC SLAVEY. 


A SUBSTANTIAL OFFER. 


“What! won five blooming enps in the boxing competition! 
“Ere, take one and a tanner for the blvoming lot, and say uo 
dwore abart it, my bunnic Little covey.” 


The Slavey who, seeing you are in your best Sunday-go-to-meeling togs, deliberately waits until you come opposite her dvor-tep 
before she shakes the mat. * Here—l—say—don't-cher-know !” 


A TERRIBLE THREAT A SAD CASE. GIRLS BILLY'S PROPOSED TO. 


OTHERWISE “ENGAGED.” 


Mand. Oh, Charley ; Tam very much afraid you don't think 
of me as much as you did, 

Charley, Fraps not, Polly, dear; you see, I'm raising a mous- 
tache now, don’t you know, aml that, of course, takes up a 
cuusiderable amount of my atteutivn, 


She had snubbed the Honoursble pots 


Sumpathiser, What's the matter, ol man? You seem tently, but Billy is nut easily discouraze!. 

A LARGE ORDER. Me, 1 know why you are so anxions to zo to the picnic. ae eee mae RS It was only the way she pba ee 

‘ ‘ = i Rae Pr ran Cine The Depressed One. Tm out of spirits (sob), and there's when he finally put the question that con 

« Evangeline, dearest, woul! yon inind daruing this hole in the You w poe tu show your new stockings, not a house in the neighbourhood (sob) that will give vineed the poe chien sho was just Uke the 
tablecloth % She, Yes, aml T mean to, if | have to steiny for it! ne credit (svb)}—for another bottle. rest, 
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